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and a bit affected. Later on, we were to remember
that if Reggie exhibited the paleness of the lily, he
also possessed its coolness. We remembered occasions
when he had talked to brass-hats as if he were doing
them a favour. (Surprisingly enough, they'd take it
from him.) Winning an M.C. would come as child's
play to a youth who could do this, we realised. But
this was only wisdom after the event. So was our
realisation that his treatment of serious matters as a
joke, and his apparent lack of any sense of responsi-
bility, had all the time been merely a pose. Before
the war, Reggie had " been something " in his father's
business in the City. He affected to find army life
unendurable without his portable wireless set, and his
cigar in the evening. Wherever he was, and what-
ever the critical conditions during the Retreat, he
never missed his cigar. Whatever else had to be
jettisoned, he clung to his cigar box and wireless set
to the grim end. And it was grim enough, in all
conscience. Dunkirk beach, strewn with its dead and
dying, a pall of smoke blotting out the sky, the prom-
enade one sheet of flame, the German shells bursting
among the dunes, the dive-bombers distributing their
final dose of death and destruction before nightfall.
And in the middle of the horrors, Reggie Ellington
seated calmly on the sand in front of his crooning
wireless, smoking his very last cigar. Just one man
of many who, in the hectic days of the preceding
three weeks, had done a good job of work.

On a warm, sunny, handsome morning late in May
K-Battery of the 666th Field Regiment R.A. found
itself in action supporting a local advance by the
British infantry to the south-west of MaroeuiL Their
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